*    The Sleeve    *

explained their identity the watchman admitted them
into a garden of shrubs and pots of flowers, deep in
which loomed the house, wooden and high roofed.
They halted at the porch.

In an upper room Yazathingyan was seated with
members of his household. The chest was in the cor-
ner, spread with a scarlet canopy. Women came and
went silently or in shadowy background lazed with
cigars. The minister himself was brooding on the morn-
ing's insult. Shielded from the pert eye of public curi-
osity, he had lowered his guard. That he deeply felt the
humiliation was written in his pose. News of merri-
ment in the bazaar, of chatter on pagoda steps, had
been carried to him by his familiars and thinking of the
necessity of appearing as usual next day, he wondered
if his nerve was strong enough to armour him against
such derision. Some one whispered to him then that
the Kwechi Min was downstairs. An illumination
spread over his face; he rose to his feet and descended
to welcome him.

cMy uncle and I have called to condole with your
Excellency,' began the young prince, speaking with de-
ference. 'We were shocked to hear of Thihathu's be-
haviour this morning. That such a lout should be heir
to the throne!'

He was able to put such a note of respectful sym-
pathy into his voice that Yazathingyan, tired and up-
set, was moved. It was like a hand-touch to one about
to weep.

To expose the details of the interview which fol-
lowed is hardly necessary. Suffice it to say that they
came to a close understanding. The King was only
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